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social intercourse. If any simple soul showed an
inclination, in eighteenth-century phrase, to " repose
on the bosom " of Lang, that support was imme-
diately withdrawn, and the confiding one fell among
thorns. Lang was like an Angora cat, whose gentle-
ness and soft fur, and general aspect of pure
amenity, invite to caresses, which are suddenly met
by the outspread paw with claws awake. This un-
certain and freakish humour was the embarrassment
of his friends, who, however, were preserved from
despair by the fact that no malice was meant, and
that the weapons were instantly sheathed again in
velvet Only, the instinct to give a sudden slap, half
in play, half in fretful caprice, was incorrigible. No
one among Lang's intimate friends but had suffered
from this feline impulse, which did not spare even
the serenity of Robert Louis Stevenson. But, tire-
some as it sometimes was, this irritable humour
seldom cost Lang a friend who was worth preserving.
Those who really knew him recognised that he was
always shy and usually tired.

His own swift spirit never brooded upon an
offence, and could not conceive that any one else
should mind what he himself minded so little and
forgot so soon. Impressions swept over him very
rapidly, and injuries passed completely out of his
memory. Indeed, all his emotions were too fleeting,
and in this there was something fairy-like ; quick
and keen and blithe as he was, he did not seem
altogether like an ordinary mortal, nor could the
appeal to gross human experience be made to him